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The Tragedy of Othello t 
of Venice. 

Enter Ugo and R ederigd^^^,.^.. 

Red. Vffij Neuer tell me , I take it muclvvnlMy 

IS That then who haft had my purfc, 

JjgiSiN a 9 if the firings were thine , flipuld’il know of this 
fae. But you’le not heare me, 

If euer I did dreamc of fuch a matter , abhorre me. 

Red. Thou toldft me, thou didft hold him in thy hate, 
lag. Defpife me if I doe not: three great ones of the Citcjr 
In perfonall fuite to make me his Lieutenant, 

Ofc capt to him, and by the faith of man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worfe a place* 

But he, as louing his owne pride and purpofes, 

Euades them, with a bumbafi circumftance, 

Horribly ftuft with Epithites of warre : 

Non-fuits my Mediators : for certes, ( fayes he ) 

I haue already chofe my Officer, and what was he ? 

Forfooth,a great Arithmetitian , 

One Michael Cafsio, a Florentine, 

A fellow altnoft dambd in a faire wife. 

That neuer fet a fquadron in the field. 

Nor the diuifion of a Battell knowes, 

More then aSpii.fter,vnlefTe the bookilb Theorique, 

Wherin the tongued Confuls can propofe 
As mafteriy as he : mcere prattle without prafiife, 

Is all hisSouldier-fhip : but he fir had the ele&ion, 

And I, of whom his eyes bad feene the proofe, 

At R bodes, at Ctpres, and on other grounds, 

Chriftn’d and Heathen, mull be be-leed and calm’d, 

By Dwbttor and Creditor, this Counter-Cafier ; 
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